SECOND PRIZE STORY. 


(This story was arniracd 

■:-~ ' THE MOTO^MAN’S STORY. 


^ ., ' ET B ‘ f>. MOFFAT. - 

ls l hc V L,“oL 0 ?tatUl7o U |l„t' m %oT r ' y V 0 '" ,hat Ch, " i ' Why - S ‘ r ' he 

°" a •»“«■ •» ■»« >»»«« little Jlh^alTo 1 w c a t' i r WOr, ' 1SCemSbr,Ehter 

«h e TJt z:iz ,,m t borni * nd u •• me *» 

I looked at him I Bcc „, e( ] t0 ^ .-“m ° n " Cr Ch " <1 - “ nd ' Thcn 

her life to me or. that ,Mater right '" E Ci ' C thC (rlrl " ho l’ ,ed « a 

danec In the meeting-house where to folksT7 “ S °' ED '''''' h ° m ° th ' 

hye. and to wish him luck dur ng ,h t ye™ £ ™Vl J °° ^ S °° i - 
>■««. -t know that Joe had tovid ',T ft T fr ° m h 0 ™' 

r , ,i „t thn ^™ r 

thing that not only parried mo, hut eVi.y ", ^ ™ some - 

hsd the education and ways of a gentltman ™u „ ' b ° th ' r ""' 13 

ter judge of horse flesh for mile,. em , an * an<1 I—well, there wasn't a bet- 

or write my own name. Davis haTon?’of*? mo 1 cauldn,t read 
bench; I had five younger brothers and ® lln * st fanns on the Provo 

lorcLoT UOd WhBt Wlth f 7 dl - 

of thi AImfghtVwas kdd preny*h eavh^o ™ my \ S d |S Cem aS lf thc £courffe 

Wfter \ve^ werfl^^xnarrlcd ^Jio°u«€d ), to m slt 1 ^ui l at" nhiht^ C * i 6 C0U I‘^ d °- 

«pell. read anil write. I learned so slowlv Lf \ kht and tench me h(nv to 

peom&\o > mak<Htl^ic&Bon r and^o > aM*it*I° 

ItoA'cTZV ow home “ nd ~ 

sis MaSaBKrKwS 

Know how I cpuld have borne thut neparallon from mv wife without them 

*id P «5o3£d It fo hlm^in e !7 ,,U * 5C n tSr! 1 h ™ * thesSSnt 

atl-e and slid -w*. V ' Sm 09 hC rca<1 ,l ' but at last he looked 

ready' \v, „ i, Yf 11, KUppQ9 ° Jf 011 mU3t sc. but come back when you're 
reaoj. We need such men as you.” 

It was not much, to bo sure, hut his words made me feel good. 

Did you ever ride on n train going some place where you felt that the 

Sw a J 11 y0 H r , lifC waa wallln * fnr vou and did not notice 

how slow 1> the train fceemed to move; that the rattle of the wheels scarcely 

that" vo^mP-hf a " , b Y tlnfr ° f y ° Ur hcart - ani1 dld you wish for wings 
that you might roar away Into space, and drop your body where your heart 
already was? AVcll. that Is exactly how I felt } 

But all things must have an end. and at l u£t i arrived home I noticed 
* Z S Z ^ r th0 RSlte ’ aml v my Wlfe ’ S '"Other hustling around the house. 1 
^ rh ?„ n T before I felt able to go Inside, and standing there 

in fcuch a dream na jtcavcn seldonj tends to man, I lward an infant’s cry. 

SSJSS SV'w ken ' a ^ d J T 3nnlher lns } :,nl 1 hait Sarah *a my arms srpoth- 
eria^ her awth Kisses. Qur hearts jvero too full for words, and In silence we 
returned our thanks to that wise providence who docth all things well Gently 
treeing; herself from my embrace Sarah shyly burned down the bedding and 


looked lovingly at the UtUo face by her side. I picked It up. Was It onlv a 
fancy of mine, or did the baby smile? I would not have changed placed with 
any man on earth that day. I was the happiest man In Sprlngvllle. 

, :. Qf . tC r a ' vh,Ie we ^ t0 talking of every-day matters and then I 
* f ari \ € _ d r tbat Jo ' > ):l '' ls had como borne ngaln, anil that he had been down to 

T^e \ h vM, he had he,ped her ln dmere »t "-ays. and somehow I hated 

Joe Da\is. hlle wc were talking about him. he came in, and asked to see 

return ^ ^ ^^usy had got possession of me. and I could not 

nfti in?? honest ' manl > r ^ r, b he Eavo me. Joe noticed the difference, and did 

The TLZn aU " ,1<! ' Cfl tb0 h °“ 5d 1 felt “ 3 1C 1 “'- ld "« »c 

I. a few-days Sarah began to move around, and I began to get ready to go 

of'tho ho'mi \ 1 lm ?, f ° rSOt ! en a V ab ° Ut DavIs - and ^ were talking happHy 
to towS' L fn"i° U d i SOOn have in the city, for you see wc Intended to move 
to town, and had made many bright plans for. tho future. We were sitting 

?oT’do too mur, bCr0r0 J lef ; ham( T Then 11 was 1 to!d ‘0 be careful and 
tLhk? ?v» T h n", 0rk VS ° au fibh)gly replied: "Have no fear for me. 
Hubby V, hen I find anything too hard for me, I'll send for Joe Davis'- Joe 
Davis. How the name hurt me. It seemed as if I had received a blow that 
shattered my; every hope, I was angry in an Instant, and coukl not help 

w i . brr - ?° mat v!T v ’ hat happens. I want you to leave Joe Davis 
alone. W e don't want any help from him." 

. felt tllc doubt my words impiletl, and I saw.a look of horror coma 

kw ? i D> t 1 Sa " b Y t ; P tr ' ;!nljle - l, ut she answered gently: "Very well. 
Hubby, dop t be cross. But little else passed between -us that night. I lay 

a ' V ^ e ' a T C f ,!P je:ilo r ua fcars - Sh -«. thinking I had gone to sleep. sZ 
r-Tn ?n bl Ji d cf Cd me :^ 1 f ? lg11tid lo be asleep, and felt and saw her tears 
fall In silence. Strange that Jealousy should so benumb the feelings of tho 

heJr L-- an CanBtra n ° n ° deny to hl ^ sc]t the boon he ]» so eager to possess. 

Bj morning I had gained control of myself, and there wms no lack.of fer¬ 
vor in the klsd with which we parted, and even now, after many years I 
can hear her say: "Trust me. Jim. I love you ” As I saw her there, 'our 
bal>> in her arms, waiving her hand at me, my heart smote me, and I resolved 
thut never again would I give way- to that, horrible feeling. 

How happy I was when I rented that little house on the hill, near the 

ZZZZZ.l SCC T n WaM l ° Fort Dou Sla-s). and I thought of how often 
I would see her and baby watching at the window for mv car to pass 

One day when I had just run In one of the boys came to me’(I don't 
remember who It was), and placing his hand on my arm, raid: "Jim old 
man, bo brave." Instantly I felt there was something wrong, a nameless 
dread seemed to overcome me. I clutched him by tho shoulders and whis- 
pered: Tell me—tell me all." "Jim, bo brave. Oh. Jim, your wife is dead " 

I repeated the words. ",My wife Is dead." Go.ll It was true. She died believ¬ 
ing in my distrust. Died, and I was not near her. Died before they could 
send me word, and I—my heart seemed dead that day. 

I pass over a few years, tho misery of which I can never forget. I had 
brought my sister to the city to keep house for me, and caro for Jlttle Jim 1 
Used to watch the house every time I passed In hopes of seeing him wave "his 
hand from the window, for It seemed to comfort me. In every look In every 
act, 1 saw the reflection of his mother, ' 

One wintry day, when Jim was about 1 years old, I was "In front,” I 
tell you at tho beat of times a motorman has to be-on the lookout especially 
on the hill between the fort and tho city.. A wet, sleety rjnow had been falling 
and t was hard for us to make our way down the Hill, the wheels slipping and' 
turning In a way to provoke any man, but at last we reached the fort As wa 
started back wo came down with brakes half set. and we were going pretty 
lively, too, but the worst part of the grade lies between the cemetery and 
Fourth South, Well, Just as I left tho cemetery I found it necessary to set 
the^ brakea a little tighter, and being busy I looked back at the conductor 
making some remark about tho way wo were traveling. 1 saw him point wild¬ 
ly ahead, a look of horror on his face. I turned and saw a child runnltt" up 
tho truck, toward tho car. I set tho brakes with the strength of a madman 
The car seemed to shoot over the rails as If hurled by some devilish power’ 
"Oh, God," I cried, "be merciful to me! If one must die, let it bo me." i 
knew It was little Jim, Wild with despair I prepared to Jump In front Qf the 
car, hoping in some way to save my child, or die with him, when I saw a man 
running toward thc track. Will he save him! "Oh. God," I prayed. "heh> mo 
-help him." Then I fainted dead away. . 5 ' beJl> ° 

When 1 recovered my senses the conductor and others were standing 
aroupd, At laot my eye rested on the man who held little Jim In his arms. 
X staggered toward him. clasped my treasure to my heart and turned to thank 
the savior of my life. He held out his hand to me. and In a voice Oiled with 
emotion said: "Please don't thank, me. Jim." It was Joe Davis. 







